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THE  GARDEN   OF   ADONIS.

Groat onimy to it, and all tho rest
That in the Gardin of Adonis springs,
Is wicked Time; who with his scythe addrest
Does mow the flowring herbes and goodly things.
And all their glory to the ground downe flings,
Where they do wither and are fowly mard
He flyes about, and with his flaggy wings
Beates downe both leaves and buds without regard,
Ne ever pitty may relent his malice hard.

But were it not that Time their troubler is,
All that in this delightful gardin growes
Should happy bee, and have immortall blis :
For here all plenty and all pleasure Howes;
And sweete Love gentle fitts emongst them throwes,
Without fell rancor or fond gealosy .
Franckly each paramour his leman knowes,
Each bird his mate ; ne any does envy
Their goodly meriment and gay felicity.

There is continual spring, and harvest there
Continual!, both meeting at one tyme :
For both the boughes doe laughing blossoms beare,
And with fresh colours decke the wanton pryme,
And eke attonce the heavy trees they clyme,
Which seeme to labour under their fruites lode :
The whiles the ioyous birdes make their pastyme
Emongst the shady leaves, their sweet abode,
And their trew loves without suspition tell abrode.

Eight in the middest of that Paradise
There stood a stately mount, on whose round top.
A gloomy grove of mirtle trees did rise,
Whose shady boughes sharp steele did never lop,
Nor wicked beastes their tender buds did crop,,
But like a girlond compassed the hight,
And from their fruitful! sydes sweet gum did drop,
That all the ground, with pretious deaw bedight,
Threw forth most dainty odours and most sweet delight.

And in'the thickest covert of that shade

There was a pleasaunt arber, not by art

But of the trees owne inclination made,

Which knitting their rancke braunches part to part,

With wanton yvie-twine entrayld athwart,

And eglantine and caprifole emongj